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command. What was more, lie had been from birth
conscientious to a fault.  Nerving himself for un-
pleasant tasks on behalf of other people was his
second nature. It is characteristic of all the survivors
of his family to this day.  His sister, for example,
should be by rights what she seems to be, one of ten
thousand gentle ladies living admirable but slightly
monotonous lives in a London suburb. Actually a
month rarely passes without her rescuing somebody
else's prodigal  child from  a  workhouse,  being
threatened by a homicidal lunatic whose relative she
has almost beggared herself to assist, forcing her way,
on somebody else's errand, into  a millionaire's
private office, or burying and executing the (dis-
concerting) last wishes of a complete stranger. And
all because she is instantly recognised by every one
she meets as a person who will do anything for
anybody.    Accordingly,   with  Jack,   the   Arnold
tradition did but ask of him what it was his nature
to do.  If he had not been screwing himself up to
drop casually and conversationally into fags' studies
in the interests of the esprit de corps of the House he
would undoubtedly have been screwing himself up
to do something equally distasteful for somebody
else. But to me this sort of thing came much less
naturally. Left to myself there was a strong vein
of the Dangerfield in me, and, unbuttmsed by the
Arnold tradition, I should probably have been com-
posing poetry in an arm-chair instead of agonising
over the moral problems of the House* The good
life accordingly increasingly presented itself as a
struggle against natural inclinations, a perpetual
screwing of oneself up to do something unpleasant;